ao8                                  PANMA
An ideal site has been chosen for the guest-house
notched in the hillside about a mile from the Palace.
It overlooks a fascinating lake, a mirror studded
with pink lotus-flowers and doubling hi its pale
effulgence the shelving hills that guard it, the
ancient Mahometan tombs, bulbous as Russian
churches, lining one of the banks, and a tiny marble
temple rising in its midst, dazzling white by day
and blue beneath the moon.
It was late at night when we reached Panna.
Forest-fires were burning on some of the surrounding
hills, ridging the summits with long crimson fringes.
From the guest-house terrace, looking downhill to
my right, I saw the city and its palaces white-
gleaming in the darkness. But, on my left, the
lake was not, as on succeeding nights, glossed with
a sheen of milky blue ; the moon was newly risen
and the hills cut off its light. The shadows massed
around the lake made it look deeper still; in the
midst of an abyss of darkness it yawned far below,
mirroring only the leaping flames that fringed the
hill-tops, like fumaroles in a volcanic crater, and
played across the smooth black surface in a devil-
dance of scarlet smoke-wisps.
Our beds had been set up on the guest-house
roof. The night was still. No sound came from
the forest close at hand ; not even the bark of a
dog, not a jackal's whine, a night-bird's call. The
darkness was empty ; none of the furtive sounds of
night disturbed lie solemn chant that floated up to
us from a temple far below. With tambourines
beating the rhythm, a melody droned, wavering,
monotonously on and on, punctuated at irregular
intervals by an eldritch blare of trumpets. For five
nights on end we heard this unearthly music
rumbling up the hillside ; one of the Hindu mystery